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Part One 


Author's Notes: 
Contains genderswapping. Dear me. 


The cock twiching line is a homage to The Passion of New Eve by Angela Carter. So it's Carter's genius, not 


mine. 


Nick woke up and coughed several times after rolling over on his back. Fuck Heavy night. His chest ached. He 
could hazily make out through the blur of his sleepy eyes, the area on the floor where his clothes were 
exploding out of his suitcase and he grunted. At least he had made it back to his own hotel room. Nick realised 
he was spread out over the bed fully, just wearing his pants and figured he had come back to his room on his 
own. He raised an eyebrow. first time for everything. 


He needed a slash badly but wanted to stay there all comfortable and warm till checking out time. Cursing, 
Nick got off the bed and onto his feet slowly, wondering when the bars opened in this country. He staggered 
into the en suite and flicked the light switch. Fuck. He blinked, grimacing and stepped towards the toilet bowl. 


Nick unzipped his pants and made to grab his cock. His eyes went big and round and he looked down. 


Fuck, those drugs were strong. 


He shrugged and pulled his pants down around his knees before he sat down to do his business. Nick fished his 
cigarettes and lighter out of his pocket and lit up as he pissed. He had a feeling he knew why he had that ache 
in his chest. He placed his left hand firmly above his heart. Yep. Funny, he thought they'd be bigger. Nick 
giggled. This had to be a hallucination. But what a good one. 


Nick stood up after he had finished pissing, pulled his pants up and flushed the toilet. He ambled over to the 
mirror above the sink and continued smoking as he prodded his new-found breasts. He tweaked a nipple. Fuck, 


that felt real enough. May as well go with it. At least he still had the beard. He wouldn't feel right without it. 


Nick smirked. He more or less felt the same he always did. He dipped his finger into his undone fly, past his 
pubes. He began to explore himself and his knees shook when he found the right spot. Motherfucker! He pushed 
the same finger into himself, relishing the warm, wet feeling as a man, but the feeling as a woman, fuck, that 


was something else. 


Nick pulled his pants down again and kicked them off before looking at himself in the mirror again. Nice round 
medium breasts, small pinkish nipples. Hips still slender. No treasure trail anymore. Legs more or less the same. 
Nick looked down again and spread himself so he could examine himself properly. He had a hot pussy, if he 
could say so himself. He looked up again at the mirror and saw his eyes twinkle. In his head, his cock twitched 
at the sight of himself. 


Nick had a very enjoyable half hour getting personally acquainted with the shower head. 


In the end, after his shower, Nick decided on wearing his red dress over his pants. It was odd, not having to 
wear the silicone things in the bra anymore. But he was fucked if he was going to wear tights all the time, 
fuck, keeping himself in tights would be more expensive than keeping himself in smokes. That reminded him, in a 


backwards way. He cleared his throat and screamed as loud as he could. 
Voice still the same then. 


Just then, there was a rap on the door and Nick wondered if he had pissed anyone off. Tough shit if he had. 
He peered through the spy hole of the door and relaxed visibly when he recognised the shock of red hair and 
the wide shoulders. His bro. Nick unlocked the door and ushered a bleary-eyed Josh into the room. 


Josh blinked at Nick. "Isn't it a bit early for drag?" He pulled a bottle of whiskey from out of his back pocket 
and Nick's face lit up. 


‘Only if it's too early for whiskey," Nick laughed. Josh smirked and fished two dirty glasses from underneath a 
pile of clothes before going to rinse them in the bathroom sink At the sound of running water, Nick sat back 
down on the bed amused and yet a tiny bit frightened his best friend hadn't even noticed. Maybe it was all in 
Nick's head. 


Josh returned and poured out generous amounts of whiskey for the both of them. "Do you remember 


anything from last night?" he asked Nick as he passed him his glass. 

Nick took the glass and shook his head. "Can you?" 

"Fuck no," snorted Josh as he sat next to Nick. Nick felt odd, having Josh sitting so close. It took him by 
surprise, hadn't they toured with each other for years in cramped tour buses and sharing shitty motel 


rooms? Why was he suddenly getting freaked out now? Nick was also paying more attention to how Josh smelt, 


a sort of heady mix of whiskey, cologne, sweat, cigarettes and man-smell. Mmmm. 

What. The. Fuck. 

"Are you alright?" asked Josh. "Only you're kinda.. quiet. Apart from the screaming.’ 

"You heard that?" 

"It was kinda hard not to, Lil Peeps. | think everyone in the hotel did" 

Nick laughed and took a large sip of whiskey, hoping to bury any disturbing thoughts. It was one thing to wake 
up with a chick's body, with chick responses. It was a whole different problem if it was going to make him act 


all strange around his best friend. Fuck that. 


‘Seriously, what's with the drag?" asked Josh, arching an eyebrow. "I was expecting you to still be naked at this 


hour." 

Nick smiled his best "I have a secret" smile. "You wouldn't believe me, even if | told you." 

Josh cocked his head. "Try me. I'm on tour with you. | have seen everything." 

Nick pulled an unreadable face and got to his feet again. He started to get naked, again, yanking the dress over 
his head and taking his pants off. He stood there wearing his tiny leopard print undies and the bra he always 
wore onstage with Mondo Generator. He gestured. He was fucked if he was getting more naked than that, he 
felt oddly self-conscious and fought the urge to swear. This was not normal. Not. Normal. At. All 

Josh's face was blank. "Well? It's nothing | haven't seen before." 


Fucker. Nick hissed and gestured to where his bulge would usually be. 


"Yeah? Well done, you've tucked it between your legs to look more convincing, like that trannie you nearly 


fucked in Amsterdam," Josh laughed at the memory and took a large gulp of whiskey. 


"For fucks sake," Nick spat, losing his temper. He ripped the g-string and bra off quickly, and stood there with 


his hand on his hip. 


Josh choked on his whiskey. 


Part Two 


Author's Notes: 
*sighs * 


Two days later and the joke was beginning to wear thin. The band was sitting in some European motorway 
service station somewhere having lunch. Nick was pulling apart some pastry with cheese in, still amused, 
despite everything, at all the cat calls and whistles he was getting in the wig, that ceased when he turned 
around to reveal his beard. Lanegan had taken to calling him The Bearded Lady. 


Cute. Real fucking cute. 


Nick felt pretty much exactly the same as he ever did so it was frustrating to be treated differently by the 
people around him. He pretended he never noticed Joey staring at his tits, but in actual fact he would go to 
the bathroom and rub his nipples till they were swollen and showed through his shirt. He would lean on the 
table in such a way to make them look bigger and laugh at the way Joey's eyes were transfixed. Nick always 


needed to be the centre of attention 


He was certainly the centre of attention at the last service station they had stopped at. He had nearly got 
arrested for going in the women's toilet. The fucking beard. Since then Nick had been working on learning to pee 
standing up, and glowering at anyone who walked into the men's room. Having balls had nothing to do with 


actually having fucking balls, or so he was learning. 


Josh, after a period of stammering and necking whiskey like it was going out of fashion, was cool with it. He 
didn't treat Nick any differently as he knew he would be given a black eye if he tried any of that chivalry 
crap. Not that Nick was disappointed at the lack of chivalry accorded to him by Josh or anything. Fuck no. 
Those thoughts were pushed to the back of his head. Usually thanks to another one of Troy's stupid fucking 


lame questions. 


"So," began Troy yet again, holding a french fry delicately between two fingers, "Does this mean you're a dyke 


or something?" 

Fuck. He was as bad as the groupie Nick had picked up the previous night. After they had got naked, the girl 
had freaked out a bit and it had taken a lot of repeated beard tugging and reassurance to get her to go down 
on Nick. Nick had to keep telling her that it was nothing gay, it was straight sex. Which it was. Wasn't it? 


Yeah, her tongue had felt hot and divine on Nick's pussy. Nick squirmed in his seat. But it was straight sex 
because Nick was still straight and male really, right? 


Nick tried not to look pissed at Troy - hard work at the best of times. "I only like girls. But that's because l'm 


a man trapped inside a woman's body, okay?" 
Troy furrowed his brow. "But without a penis.. it's just not straight." 


For fucks sake, why did Troy even care? Actually, Nick wasn't entirely telling the truth. He was still checking 
out the girls, and getting a little disappointed when they sometimes responded with looks of confusion or 
disgust. But he also found he was more aware of men around him. Sitting near him. Standing near him. Their 
smell. Their hands and their wide bodies that made Nick feel like he was protected just from being near them. 
He found himself laughing even more than usual at in-jokes and hating himself for it. He found himself looking 
at Jos.. 


No, fuck that. No. Don't even fucking go there, sister. Nick made a vow to get himself a long hard screw from 
the next non-red haired man who gave him the eye. Nick glanced across the table at a mesmerised Joey and 
rephrased it slightly. The next non-band member. Fucking yeah. Nick stretched his shoulders back and made 
Joey's eyes almost pop out of his head. He felt like he could take an entire football team on, right there and 
then. 


Of course, it wasn't as easy as that. 


The fucking beard, for one thing. Heterosexual men were so.. well, straight. Nick found this one teenage boy in a 
Mondo Generator t-shirt that night, who he felt he could coax over to the dark side with enough tequila and 
speed, but even when Nick suggested they do it doggy-style so the kid couldn't see the beard, the boy couldn't 
get it up. Nick immediately felt really bad for every one of his ex-girlfriends for all those times he let them 
down after having way too much beer. Fuck Women were very forgiving creatures, when Nick thought about 


it. 


Also, Nick was finding he was very picky about his men. He liked them to be taller than him, and fairly 
masculine and strong. And of course the beard put them all off alongside the fact that Nick was still very 
much male, aside from all the external stuff and the plumbing. This was a fucking joke. Even with all the 
perverted sick freaks out there, Nick hadn't got anywhere closer to getting cock. He may as well buy himself 
the largest veiny dildo money can buy and fuck himself at this rate. 


Josh seemed pretty unmoved by Nick's plight. He understood the curiosity angle of it, but seemed pretty 
bemused at how much effort Nick was putting into getting a man to have sex with him. This might be because 
Nick hadn't actually told him he was finding dudes attractive. He didn't want things to be awkward between 
them. Not because Josh hated gay people but.. fuck. It was just complicated, okay?! Nick was sick of explaining 
himself to people all the time. Especially Troy, who was probably just trying to cover up his own urges, the 
fucking repressed dick 


And Lanegan had started to open doors for him. Fuck. Nick would bite his tongue and walk on through. He loved 
Lanegan like a brother, and didn't want to hurt him, y'know? 


Maybe Nick should just go ahead and fuck Joey. Anything had to be better than all this waiting around. Nick 


had seen the super wide smiles on the faces of the girls Joey had screwed. And that fucking beautiful big cock 


Nick had seen in various dressing rooms all around the world, Hot: 

Yeah, Nick would totally do Joey. 

So it was settled then 

Yeah, 

Nick decided he wasn't going to tell Josh anything from now on Too weird, man. Too fucking weird. Why did 


everything feel so different, when Nick was still exactly the same person on the inside? He didn't want to think 
about it. Instead he concentrated on the image of getting to lick cocaine off Joey's beautiful cock. Fucking cool. 


Part Three 


Author's Notes: 
Part Three is the bumper edition, written a couple of weeks ago when | didn\'t have internet access. 


Also, | know this is completely stupid. It\'s meant to be. 


Even though his sight, hearing, tongue and cock were pretty much always focused elsewhere whenever Joey 
and his girls were around on tour, Nick knew how Joey liked his chicks. He liked them flirty but also pretty 
self-assured. None of that shy crap. Which worked to Nick's advantage. He had already tried batting his 
eyelashes at Josh so he would change the CD on the tour bus and Josh and Troy still were still laughing about 


it twelve hours on. Fuckers. So it wasn't worthwhile turning on the feminine charm, because Nick didn't have 


any. 


While the others were out signing autographs for fans after the gig that night, Nick straddled Joey, holding a 
bottle of tequila and a funnel. 


They got back to the hotel fine, kissing in the taxi. Nick had kissed plenty of men as a man for a variety of 
reasons. Usually to get straight drunk chicks to kiss each other. Worked like a charm. This.. was different. Joey 
was a very, very good kisser, soft yet firm in all the right ways. It made Nick..tingle. It also made him want to 
stick his metaphorical dick into Joey's not so metaphorical hot ass. Then Joey began to cop a feel and Nick 
remembered himself. Chick's body. Yeah. Cool. 


Just as things were getting good, they had slowed in front of the hotel and Joey had to pay the driver, who 
didn't bat an eyelid at the smeared lipstick across both Joey and Nick's mouths, or at Nick's beard. Nick had to 


admire how blasé Europeans were. 


They made their way quickly to Joey's hotel room, the sexual frustration killing Nick to the point where he 
was clenching his jaw so tight he was wondering how in fuck he'd ever open his mouth again to give Joey head. 
He and Joey got to the right door, Joey fumbled for his keys, Nick burst through the door and straight into 


the bathroom, swearing at how having a smaller bladder was really, really, really fucking inconvenient at times. 


After a brief bathroom break, Nick swayed out of the en suite wearing nothing but a smile. Joey couldn't take 
his eyes off him, but Nick sensed something was wrong. The way Joey was sitting at the very edge of the 
bed, the way Joey's returned smile seemed polite instead of horny.. Nick had the feeling Joey was chickening 
out fast. Fucking god damn his tiny bladder to fucking hell, Nick could have had that big fat cock pumping inside 


of him by now if he hadn't have been pissing like a racehorse instead. 


Nick made to straddle Joey again, and the drummer flinched. For fucks sake, it was the beard wasn't it? 
Always with the beard. It was on the tip of Nick's tongue to offer to shave it off right now; he was begging to 


be touched between his thighs, he was fucking desperate, he felt slick down there, and his legs were shaking 
with sheer need. But Joey broke the tense silence first. 


"| think we should just hug tonight" 


What. The. Fuck. 


Nick didn't want to wake up. He squeezed his eyes shut, unable to process the aching disappointment of the 
previous night on top of his aching head and his rubbed raw knees. What a fucking disaster. Joey had explained 
to Nick last night that he wanted to take things slow, really get to know Nick as a wo- ma- person He didn't 
want to fuck up the band and he didn't want to take advantage of Nick. It would be wrong. 


Nick had snapped his head round sharply at this and slurred loudly, "But it was me taking advantage of you and 
your cock! Why can't you just fuck me?!" 


This was completely the wrong thing to say. 


Joey was visibly hurt by Nick's candidness and shook his head sadly; it seemed to Nick that Joey couldn't trust 
himself to speak. Nick threw his hands over his face and muffled an apology. 


‘Its okay," Joey said very flatly, patting Nick on the shoulder. Nick collapsed drunkenly on to his side on the 
bed. 


Joey sighed. "You'd better sleep here tonight, I'll take your keys." And with a slam of the door he was gore. 
Fuck. 


Fuck. Fuck. Fuck. 

FUCK. 

Nick fell off the bed and onto his knees. The carpet was spinning around him in swirls of bobbly crème. He 
crawled very slowly in the direction of the light switch, pulled himself to his feet and turned the light off, 
before collapsing in the general direction of the bed. And missing. Fuck. 

Nick stretched his arm up and pulled the bedding off the bed and on top of him. The carpet felt scratchy 
against his cheek, and Nick suddenly thought about how Josh hadn't shaved for the last couple of days. 
Motherfucker, stop thinking about it! Nick pushed his hand down to the wetness between his legs and moaned. 


Alright. Just this once. Never-a-fucking-again. Ever. 


Nick pretended that Josh was there with him then, kneeling behind Nick and flinging the duvet to one side 


before making lazy but firm circles across Nick's thighs with those huge hands of his that Nick wanted all 
over him so badly. He'd never admit it in the cold light of day, but here, alone, he knew it was all he wanted. 


Nick couldn't be fucked with foreplay. He spread his knees more and the Josh-in-his-head was suddenly on top 
of him and inside of him, taking him from behind. Nick panted as he pushed two fingers into himself, before 


changing his mind and inserting a third one, shivering as he imagined Josh's moan in his ear. 
Fuck. What was he doing? This was sick. 


Nick moaned and decided he didn't care. He began to rub his clit with his thumb as he moved his fingers in and 
out all the while imagining that Josh was taking him as roughly as possible. Nick's hips jutted and his knees 
rubbed against the friction of the carpet and it wasn't long until Nick had given himself the most intense 
orgasm of his life, sweating and shaking and groaning so very loudly that not even the Josh-in-his-head could 
compete with him. Fuck That was good 


Nick pulled the bedclothes over himself again and decided that the shame and guilt could wait for tomorrow. 


Which is why Nick didn't want to wake up that morning. Aside from the fuck-up with Joey that Nick was 
hopeful he could at least conceal from the rest of the band (especially Josh), Nick was tired of all this 
weirdness. He liked the different types of orgasm - especially the multiple ones - and the fun that could be 
had in the shower but.. it just wasn't worth the hassle of all this homoerotic gay crap. 


Well, "homoerotic" and "gay" crap. Nick was beginning to think that there was no such thing as a sexual label 
for Nick Oliveri, even if he did turn back. Which he was was also beginning to think wouldn't happen. He didn't 
really miss his dick or anything, he just kinda wanted his life back. Nick wished desperately that this liking-his- 
best-friend-thing could stop as it was beginning to hurt his stomach, it was that wrong. What was wrong 
about just wanting Josh to be his friend? How come switching his body meant he had to switch his entire 
lifestyle as well? Nick was fucked if he was about to change anything just because he now owned a pair of tits. 
Fuck that. 


Nick realised that Joey could come back to his room at any moment and decided it would be best to avoid any 
squirmy fucked-upness by leaving the hotel room ASAP, getting out of the hotel and flying to Mexico. Nick's 


stomach rumbled. Okay, scratch Mexico, just find some breakfast, Rex. 


Nick pulled himself slowly to his feet. Sleeping on the floor had made him feel sore and wrong all over, almost 
as though he and Josh had actually fucked last night. Nick realised he was getting excited at that thought and 
cursed, before drawing himself up and stepping to the door. Could you get Mexican for breakfast at 8.41 in the 
morning in Germany? Time would tell. Nick opened the door and strode confidently, if a little unsteadily down 
the corridor. Right smack into a wall with ginger hair. Called Josh. 


Nick grabbed onto Josh's shirt, but it was too late, he slid slowly down to the floor, in a pile by Josh's feet. 


Josh looked preoccupied and Nick had to tear his eyes away from the slight bulge in Josh's pants to look up at 
his face. Too fucked up. 


"Hi bro," Nick offered up as a greeting. 
"I was looking for Joey," Josh stated flatly, staring into the middle distance. 
With a sinking feeling Nick realised that Josh had just seen him come out of Joey's room. Fuck. 


"Joey's not in his room," Nick offered up, as casual as he could be, lying on the floor of a hotel floor and with 


his best friend not making eye contact with him. 


"I seriously doubt that" The tiniest of pauses as Josh narrowed his eyes slightly. "Maybe you could pass on 
my message though. Tell Joey that The Rule still stands." 


Fuck. Nick had forgotten about The Rule in his haste to get laid. Fuck! 


"Nothi.." he began, but Josh cut him off. "Don't. Because | don't believe you." And he walked off into the 
elevator. Nick closed his eyes and didn't bother to get up off the floor. 


Fuck. The Rule. 


All Nick knew is that when he was in Kyuss there were no rules. And there never were any rules until Queens 


formed. And even then it was only The Rule. 


The Rule basically boiled down to.. well, Josh had never really stated it in so many words. The band knew the 
basics, and any transgression was.. well, no one had ever dared. Or wanted to, for that matter - unless that 
was why they had got through so many drummers. There was one aspect to The Rule that had always 
intrigued Nick. It was never to be mentioned in front of Lanegan. 


From this Nick had made an educated guess. The Rule probably came about when Josh toured with Screaming 
Trees, young and probably still a bit unsure about himself. Nick would sometimes amuse himself thinking of 

how it had happened - maybe Josh was a bit drunk and Lanegan had pushed him up against a wall somewhere. 
And Josh had liked it so much that he couldn't handle it. Usually this thought would make Nick laugh, but this 


time it just made him seethe with jealousy. Fuck. 
And why the fuck was Josh so pissed off with him anyway? 


For fucks sake. When was the next plane to Mexico? 


Part Four 


Author's Notes: 
This part is what is known as a \'Lanegan heavy episode\. He\'s so my Mary Sue. 


Nick sat at the back of the tourbus, next to a napping Lanegan, desperately trying to look as though he too 
was resting his eyes as his CD player blared out some sad Johnny Cash song. Fucking hell, he wanted to crawl 


into a hole and die. 


Joey hadn't been in Nick's room when he had jimmied the door open, thank fuck, and Nick had managed to 
quickly have a shower and get changed without any added awkwardness. He found a McDonalds just outside the 
hotel, and managed to check out just before their tour manager blew his top completely. Like yet another 


person being angry with Nick would make any difference right now. 


As Nick made his way on to the tourbus, he heard raised voices and paused for a moment before walking on 
properly. He saw Josh, angrily stumbling as he clutched his shin and realised that the very enraged Joey, who 
was being held back by a very confused Troy, had just kicked him. Fuck. 


Lanegan appeared to be asleep, but Nick could have sworn he saw him smirk. 


Over Troy's repeated muttering to "Just let it go mon.. please," Nick could hear Joey was raging at Josh. "| 
DIDN'T TOUCH YOUR FUCKING GIRLFRIEND, YOU FUCKING DICK! YOU'VE NOT BEEN LISTENING TO A WORD I'VE 
BEEN SAYING, HAVE YOU? ME AND NICK DIDN'T HAVE SEX! HE WANTED TO BUT | SAID NO!" 


The last part was bellowed, and Nick felt he wanted the earth to swallow him up when he saw Troy's eyes 
boggle in confusion as Josh's eyes flashed with anger. 


And then, at that precise moment, they all noticed Nick. Aw, hell. 


Troy couldn't help himself, the little shit, he started smirking but at A Look from Josh, he sloped off to the 
opposite end of the tourbus. Joey scraped his knuckles across his forehead and physically swallowed down his 


rage before clambering into his bunk, not making eye contact with anyone else. 


And Josh. Josh gave Nick a withering look as Nick opened his mouth, desperate to say something, anything, 
that could make it all better, but his mouth felt like it was full of mallow and Josh cut him off. 


"No, Nick. No more lies." Josh clambered into his own bunk and Nick dejectedly threw himself into the seat 
across from Lanegan. When even his best friend was treating him like an idiot, Nick reflected, it fucking blew to 


have a women's body sometimes. 


Nick woke up groggily, confused. A hand was shaking him awake, he must have fallen asleep. He opened his eyes, 
trying to shake off the weird-as-fuck dream he had been having, involving Johnny Cash in high heels and 
lipstick and Josh.. oh fuck, Josh was trying to get Nick to sit on his lap and was whispering, "Tell me lies, tell 
me you want me," directly into his ear. Nick shivered, and realised Lanegan had been shaking him awake. Nick 


blinked. 


"We've stopped for lunch, Princess," Lanegan smiled. "The others have gone up ahead, but you and | are going 
to have food somewhere else. You and | need to talk." It wasn't even an order, it was a statement that knew it 
was going to be fulfilled Nick sighed, and got up from the seat, ripping his headphones from his ears before 
stretching slightly and adjusting his bra. 


"How much did you hear?" Nick asked, resigned. 


"Enough," Lanegan replied, smiling again, and taking his cigarettes out of the front pocket of his shirt, "Enough, 
put it that way." 


Nick sighed, and Lanegan gestured towards the door of the bus, mumbling around an unlit cigarette, "Ladies 
first." 


Nick stomped out of the tourbus, trying not to scowl too much, "| might be a woman now, but | ain't no lady!" 


"That's for sure," Lanegan smirked, following him. They stood there, outside the tourbus looking at each other 


for a moment before laughing. 


Nick told Lanegan everything over a plate of chicken and fries. Well, nearly everything. 


The rest.. Lanegan seemed to guess. It's like he had the ability to suss out anything, with all the experience he 
had under his belt. He was doing a lot better than Nick, with his non-existent female intuition. Fuck. 


“Apologising to Joey is easy," Lanegan drawled, lighting up another cigarette, "You just hurt his male pride by 
being the predator, is all.. He'll get over it" 


Nick nodded. The best part was that, aside from the odd smirk or knowing look, Lanegan wasn't making any 
effort to judge him. Maybe he had seen some even more fucked up things during his life. Or maybe Nick's 
guess was right. Maybe Lanegan had more of the man-on-man experience than he'd ever dreamed.. um.. 
thought of before. Nick bit on his tongue, imagining again Lanegan forcing Josh up against a wall, hands tangled 
in his bleached-by-the-sun hair, similar height, Josh dropping the cigarette he was holding and grabbing 
Lanegan's hip. Fuck 


"Nick." 

Fuck. 

Nick blinked, "Sorry, | didn't get much sleep. | zoned out there for a moment." 

"You never do." And Lanegan did his death stare as though he could see Nick's carpet burns underneath the 
heavy clothing he was wearing. Nick shifted in his seat and Lanegan chucked quietly to himself again, before 
clearing his throat. 


"But sorting things out with Josh is going to be trickier. You know this." 


Nick nodded dumbly, looking down at the remnants on his plate, not trusting himself to speak He felt like he 


made a mess of everything he touched. 
"You lied to him. Your bro." 
Nick squeezed his eyes shut, "Yes." A pause. "I hate it” 


"So, just tell him the truth. And | mean the whole truth," Lanegan's voice was consoling, warm like hot whiskey, 


"Even the parts you can't bear to tell me." 

Nick opened his eyes quietly in a panic, "I can't! | won't!" 

Lanegan sighed. "The truth is hard for both the giver and the receiver. But the longer you leave it, the longer 
you wind up lying to yourself. | can't say if your friendship will survive it, but you're only making things worse 


in the long run. Don't lie to yourself anymore than you have to." 


Nick stared at the table again, feeling about three feet tall. How come it was so easy for him to strap a bass 


guitar on and scream in front of thousands of people a right when he couldn't even tell Josh how he felt? How 


did that work? 


But if he carried on like this much longer, he wouldn't have Josh or the screaming onstage every night. He 


swallowed, a lump in his throat, "Thanks man." 


"Just a little something | learned in rehab," Lanegan shrugged. "It happens to the best of us. | mean.. worst of 


us," he cackled delightfully. 


Nick tried to raise a smile but failed. Lanegan sighed and offered to buy him dessert. 


